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p and. Do you hcere my Lord ,do you heere. 

Troy/. What now ? 

P and. Heer’s a letter come from ycnd poorcgirle, 

Troy. Let me read, 

p and. A whorfon tifick , a whorfon rafcally tifick f 0 
troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and what 
one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you ore ath’j 
daycs : and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too , a d fuch an 
ache in my bones, that vnlelTe a man were curft I cannot 
tell what to thmke on't.What faye-. Hie there ? 

Troy. Words,words,mcere words,no matter fro the heart, 
Th’effedl doth operate another way. 

Go windc to winde, there turne and change together ; 

My loue with words and errors Dili flie feedes. 

But edifies another with her deedes. Exeunt, 

Enter 7 herft es : excttrftons. 

Tberjt. Now they are clapper-clawing one another: lie 
go looke on,rhat diflembling abhominaole varlet Diomede, 
has got that fame feuruie (looting foolifh knaues fleeueof 
Troy there in his helme, I would faine fee them mectc.thit 
that fame young Troyan afle that loues the whorethere, 
might fend that Greckifli whore-mafletly vllaine With the 
fleeue,back to the diflembling luxurious drabbe of a fleeue- 
lefle arrant. AtlT tother fide, the pollicie of thofe crafeie 
fwearing i askalls.; that fiale old Moufe-eaten drye cheefe 
N eft or : and that fame dogge-foxe Vltjfes , is notproou’d 
worth a Black-berry. They fiet mee vpin pollicie, that 
mongrill curre lAiax , againft that dogge of as bad a 
kinde AcMlex. And now is the curre Atax, prouder then 
the curre Achilles, and will net afme to day. Where-vpon 
the Grecians began to proclaime barbarifme , and pollicie 
growes into an ill opinion. Soft h^re comes flecue & tother, 

Troy. Fiye not , for fhouldft thou take the riucr Scix, I 
wovildfwim after, 

Diomed. Thou dooft mifcallretire, 

I doe not fliCjbut aduantagious care, 

With-drew me from the ods of multitude.haue at thee? 

Tber Hold thy whore Grecian: now for thy v\'hore Troian, 

J Now 
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of Troyhts and C*ejfeida . 

Now the fleeue,now the flecue. 

Enter He ft or. 

Heft. What art Grccke,art thou for Heftors ir atch. 

Art thou of bloud and honour. 

Ther. No, no , I am arafca!l,afcuruy raylingknaue,a very 
filthy roague. 

Heft. 1 dobeleeue thee.Jiuc. 

T her, God a mercy, that thou wilt bcleeue me,but af phguc 
breake thy neck — for flighting merwhats become of the 
wenching roagues? I thinke they haue fwallowed one ano- 
ther. I would laugh at that miracle — -yet in a fort lechery 
-eates it felfe,ile feeke them. Exit , 

Enter Diomed and SeruanP. 

Dio. Goe go, my feruant take thou Troy lus horfe* 

Prefent the faire fleed to my Lady C re JT l ^> 

Fellow commend my feruice to her beauty: 

Tell her I hauechaftird the amorous Troyan, 

And am her knight by proofe. Enter Agamem* 

CMan % I goe my Lord; 

Aga ; Rene w 0 renew, the fierce Polidamas , 

Hath beate downe Menon: baflard Margarelon, 

Hath Dorem prifoner. 

And fta nds (olojfw wife wauing his beame, 

Vpon the pafhed corfes of the Kings: 

SfiftropHs and fedns , Felix in es is Caine* 

ArfyhimacM and T hous deadly hurt, 9 , 

Pamelas tane or fiamc,and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed^the dreadfulISagittary* 

Appalls cur numbei s,haft we ‘Diomed, 

Tore-enforcement orwe perifh all* 

• j Enter Nejlor a 

iV^.-Gobearc - Vatroclus bo<\y to zAchillesj 
And bidchefnail-pac’t <>sliax armefor Ibame* 

There is a thousand Heftors'm the field: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his borfe. 

And there lacks worke,anonhc 5 s these a foote 
And i here r hcv flie or die, like fealing fculls, 

Beloit the belching VVhale*rhen is he yonder: 

L $ /fcd 
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